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archist belleves that men should be
free to do what they feel like doing
He Lelleves that law, government, re-
ligion, the Institutions of soclety are
obstacles In the way of such freedom
which must be broken down and de-
stroyed before there ean be any com-
plete emuncipation. He denles all re-
straints and most of all he passionate.
Iy dentes God. Killing kings and pres-
idents Is slmply living up to his creed
Such acts appear to him the most ef-
fective blows At the established order
Of things. Anarchy |s the loglenl out-
come, the ripest’ fruit of the godless
Ideas and tendencies of our age. When
we allow business Interests to take
precedence over the dutles of human
brotheriiood or the demands of God's
righteousness, when we go on the
principle that & thing Is right because
it pays, when we try to appease the
dlscontent Inevitable amid such glar-
ing contrasts between the suceessful
and the unsuccessful, with charitles
that are cheaper than Justice; when by
selfish negleot we allow our polities to
become a matter of spolls and pulls,
managed on the theory that every man
has his price; when we grow so doubt-
1l about God that we cepse to fear
s Just displeasure ngainst our sins
and &0 indifferent to the ory of His
Fathertiood that we make onr personal
comfort and convenlence more Import-
ant than His loving service; when we
Coranke Gud—then woe are preparing o

Il where anarchy will grow and fHour-
Al; nay, we are (ostering fears, jeal-
ousles, hatreds, dlscontents, which
shall become a very hot-hed of uan-
archy. We cannot do without God
There is no standard of righteonsness
or of truth, or of love in the world or
In mankind that Is big enough to
compel our respect, strong enough to
command our obadience, clear enough,
necurate enough (o measure ourselves
by; high, holy, beautiful enough to i
us out of onrselves into that spiritual
enthusiasin which we need of right do-
ing. We cannot do without God. For
the path for right doing and true living

Is not easy. To walk In It we must
frample on the beast within us; it
leads the contrary way to the broad

ond of our selfish desires, it is a nar-

ow wuny of saerifice and effort. To
walk in It we need a better strength, a
nobler impulse than our own. Nelther
| you nor I, nor our nation, nor human
society. can do without God,  All they
thit forsake Him shall be axhamed. He
lg the fountain of living water. Ile
only Is our sulvation.—Rev. Ira 8. Dadd
in New York Ohserver.

THE GOLDEN RULFE.

“The Golden Rule"” wuas the subject

a recent germon of the Rev. John
sluson at the Orchard P, M. Church, on
Oakland  street, Philadelphia He
spoke in part as followa: "Let us ob-
serve what will take place If the Gold-
on Rule was the governing principle of
men's lives,  Flrat, soclety would be
free from the tongue of slander. One of
the banes of human soclety today s
the slimy tongue of the vile backbilter
and scandalmonger that ‘bears false
witness against his neighbors.” How
it has injured the reputation of thou-
suands and robbed them of thelr good
names., Shakespeare says of such a
person: ‘He who steals my purse, steals
trash; but he who filehes from me my
good name, robs me of that which not

Henriches him, but makes me poor In-
nf deed.’
A ftrom the pulpit and driven him to a

How it has driven the minister

mature grave! How it has separ-
husband and wife, and broken up
onee happy homes and divided familles
and the best of friends! The slimy
tougue of slander I8 set on fire of hell,
and what a fire a little matter from
it kindleth. [ have seen churches or

from mere words to a real, living fact
He must fully understand that it b
were possible for him to spend o whole

series of esternities In worry It wouli
not change the fact one jot. There are
two reasons why man should no

worry, elther one of which must oper
In Instunce. First
he eannot prevent the resalts he

Hecond

Deca sy
fonrs

hecanse he can prevent them

If ha be powerless to avert the blow

he newls perfeet mental conceentration
to meet it bravely, to lighten Its foree |
o got what galvage he can from th
wreck, to sustain his strength at thh
time whon he muast plan a new future
If he can prevent the evil he fears
then he has no nesd to worry, for the
would, by so doing, be dissipating en
ergy In hls very hour of need, If mar
does, day by day, ever the best he car
by the light he has, he bas no need tc
fear, no need to regret, no need fo
warry. No agony of worry wonld de
nught to help him. Nelther mortal no
angel can do more than his best

William George Jordan,

ate CVery

WORTH AND WORTHLESSNESS

Humanity is better and worse tha
men have painted It. There hag boer
a kind of theologlieal pessimism in de
nouncing human sinfulness which hai |
been blind to the pbounding love and
patlence and courage and fdelity o)
duty among men The passionats|
lamentations of the prophets about the |
absoluteness of Israel’s sin mugt no
e petrified into n dogma of the mora
worthlessness of man. On the othe
hand, the sense of sghortcoming ane |
guilt will not away. The noblest soul |
have It most profoundly. The more w
know of God's holiness, the more o
we realize the gap between It and oul |
own. After all we are sinners saved
by grace alone, and we can never bar
galn with God on the basls of ou
merits.  This humility before God I
one of the fundamenta) characteristic
of a really Christinn  soul—Sunda)
School Times.

Christian Endeavor Toples,

Christmas gifts.—Monday, Dec.” 16 |
Notable presents, | kings 9:10-14, Ii
Kings 8:8%, Dan. 5:2%; Tuesdny, Dec |
7, God's gift tn Christ, Rom, 5:12-21;
Wednesday, Dec, 18, Offering lfe o]
Jesus, Acts 20:17-26; Thursday, Dec
19, Bring Christ your beat, John 12:1-§8; |
Friday, Dec. 20, Glving for a blessing |
Mat 8:8-12; Saturday, Dec. 21, Jesu:
worthy of all Hev, 4:11, 5:0-14; Sun '
day, Dec. 22, tople, Our gift to our|
King, Mat. 2:1-12. ‘

A Wenlihy Pariah, |

The Episcopal parish having the

Inrgest single (ncome of any In Amer

jea, Episcopn]l or any other religlou:

body, I8 5t, Bartholomew's, New Yark

the recelpts of which run from $205,000
to $220,000 a year,

ABSTRACTS FROM SERMONK )
Our bodles are manacled, our souls
bound and our spirits shackled, and we |
erave podece o be found alone in the |
Father's safe abiding place, the sheiter
of God's loving arms.—~Rev, Dr, Virgin
Worcester. Mass, '
Jesus made no distinetion betweey
rleh and poor, belween weak and
strong. That a soul stood before hiw
longing for its higheat possibility was
to Him the one Important feet.—Rev, |
Dr. Taylor, Poughkeepsie, N. Y. |
Jesus 1s the ldeal and the promise ob
completed manhood. His victory was
the victory of humanity, His service |
was the service that humanity can|
render always and everywhere.—Rev. |
Dr. TAttlefleld, Presbyterian, New York |
Clty. i

| more,

The Ghost of the Aloho,

BY C. . GREENLEY

(Copyright, 1), by Dally Btory Pub Cod

The scorching summer had passed,
and the October winds shrilled over
the wastes of brown sage grass,
where the prairie chickens fluttered
from every knoll, and the she&vp, ln-
sistant

“Hobh White,” "Pens ripe?" “"Not
quite” rang to and fro on the nipping

frost-laden alr,

Ther: was a vague hint of uneasi-
ness among the men and cattle, Twice,
there had been a barely avertad stam-
pede, and the cauge—thore lay the crux
of the matter,

You have heard, how In the first
days of the Aliho, It was owned by an
Englishman who #et hia traditions at
naught, and took to wife the daugh-
ter of Jose, the Mexlean, whose ranch
lay .to the sonth, touching the Alaho
for miles? Then you have also heard
the tale of the glass-eyed broncho, who
gulloped from the Red desth, stralght

| into the cyclone’s heart?

Many years have come and gone
Eince then. The black-eyved Nita &leeps
In the old Spanish cemetery where the
white trall of the mesa ends: and the
Englishman has gone to his own place
OvVer-sei,

In the old haclenda, a young Josza
relgns In the old man's stead: but
when the nutumn comea, and the Dark
Gods ride over the mountaln crest and
mesa, men say that the glass-eved
broncho gallops out to the West—woe
to the herd, and woe to the man that
meets him along the ride, for death
and rain ride In the wake of the fire-
shod heels, and the eattle quiver with

|fear, as the long-drawn neigh shrills

out of the dark.

White man, red man, cowboy and
greaser, when the night comes, and
they giather at the gate of the corral,
whisper omnlously, and thare Ik a sl-
lence that means trouble,

John had Inughed much and argued
but agalnst a dead wall of

"Lot me go.”

shrugs, and sullenness that grew with
ench day.

The cattle had been restless and un-
eusy for days, the men not much bet-
ter, No longer at dusk, the songs rang
up from the corral, for the rumor had
gone among them:

Rusty Pete had seen the glass-eye.

Peote drank deeper and swore louder
than ever before. Even Migusl flat-
ly refused to ride the South trall, and

on John expressing his opinion of mon,
vwomen and things, Including Miguel
and the glass-eye, which wias not a
thing, he falled to nnswer to call
Nelther were NMright-eyes or the pap-
to be found

John came in that night, seemingly
having caught the mood of the men, |
stood It ne long as woman-nature conld
be expected to, and thon began to gques-
tlon him,

Two or three turns up and down the
roomt, and then he faced around in his
favorite position on the hearthrug.

“It amounts to this, lttle woman
The entire layout of the Alaho have

Ponse

The glass-eyed broncho,
gone ghost crnzy, and there will be se-
rlous trouble If 1 cannot fnd some Wiy

to stop It Some have actunlly refused
to ride the trall that leads from Jose's.
I will ride It myself In the morning.
At the present stage of the game, It
will never do to force an lasue. Pete
and Miguel together have ael the whole
force by the enrs, and the cattle seem
to have caught it, too. They are rov-
ing all the time, and it g hard enough
to keep up with them as it 1, without
this additional nousonse,

The morrow dawned--n perfect Oc-
tober day, and to John's dismay, I or-
dered Red Boss saddied, and Insisted
on riding thaut trull with him.

"Let me go, It will dp more to qulet
them than anything else.” I sald, and
after & show of argument, he agreed
with me.

The boys crowded to the gite as we
rode out, and there was a faint cheer
ng they caught slght of me. 1 saw
un anxlous look on old Pete's fuce, us
he stood, the last one gazing ufter me,
for the trall that led to Jose's was the
trall the glass-eye rode. John's soirits
went up as we cantered along, und the
day passed swiltly. The cattle were
seattered hers and there—under our
feot the dried grass rustled, and the
keen wind dled down, We talked of
many things, but, somehow, could not
keep off the subject of the two that
had once ridden thig trall In the long
agy. Two, young and full of life as
wo, and now —that Alaho was ours, and
they were passed beyond. John told me
old tales that he had heard from the
rangers, of the ecarly days when men
and women faced the red death day
by day, and the song of the bullet
shrilled above the cradles of the wil-
derness—stories of the old graves In
the cemetery, where Nita lles, of the
Spanish rancheros, and the passing of
priest and don before the hardy men
from the East.

The heat grew more Intense, The
cattle were very qulet at first, but as
the day declined, they began to wan-

gee his face, as the green glare of the
lightning Nashied beiween us, but 1
could not hear a word, It was u sllent
that each thought to be the
und still we rode on

Just out from the coreal, came Mi-

gondbye

last

guel and Pote, heading a searching
ALY It wus home and safely, and
thore were no questions asked, but

Miguel crogsed his breast as he bared
his head in o mutterd prayer to “Our
Lady of Guadnloype.™

Of thut tight's work, and the ruln
that lay In the track of the glass-
eyod bronchao, it would boe weary tell-
Ing, but when the pitiful remnants of
the herd wus rounded up, and wae faced
the worst, rellef was written on every
face. Weo had "Dreed the welrd,” and
aver the fire, the men sang the border
sOngs once more, and nld even darker
tales of the “Ghost of the Glass-Eyed
nl'n"\']lll.“

Happy, Though Miscrable.

W. K. Vanderbllt, Jr., the othor day
got out of hiz $10,000 Mercedes racer
with n queep expression on Wls face
“Run into anybody ?" queried a friend
casupliy. Mr. Vanderbllt's expression
expanded Into a slow, full smille
“Well, ye—es—In a way,” he sald
“The other douy st a dinner { ran across
an old bore of a fellow, who expressed
the most ardeut ambition to have n
ride In my racer; As 1 didn't take any
notiee of his hints, my gontleman de-
Itherately asked to be allowed to have
n ride, to which | had to consent, as he
was n friend of the family, you know,
though I made an inward vow to shake
him up a bit. You see, he had never
hefore been on an automoblle. Waell,
I took him aiong today, 1 started ai
 qulet lttle galt, taking care not to
inerease the speed gradually. as of
gourse he would not then have felt it,
but just when he was In the midst of
un ecstatic eulogy on the ‘ecalm, even
floating motion of antomobiling,” 1
turned on full spoed and let the thing
fly. He ¢lung to hls seaut with his two
hands, his eyes falrly shining and
bulging with fear and excitemont
‘How do you llke 1t? 1 asked, as the
wind whirled hig hat off. "Wh-hy,' he
stammmered  between his  gasps  for
broath, ‘my Ind, I've Just solved the
problem of how to be happy though
misernble!" "—The Motor World.

The World's Wine Dulf.

The total production of wine In 1900
In estimated at 3,618,700,000 gallons. Of
this total 3403 milllon gallons was
produced in Europe, and 260 milllon
gallons In America, while the Britlsh
Emplre, with o vastly larger area than
Europe, and embracing every variety
of soll and ellmate, s only represented
by a production of some 9,000,000 gal
lons or a four-hundredih part of the
whole. Franée, with a vield of 1.4582
milllon gallons stands easlly first a
the lending wine producer, Her con
tribution was about half the yield of
all Europe, and conslderably more
than & third of that of the entire globe

Water lo Bamboos.

Mr. R. H. Yapp. a Britlsh naturalist
who has recently explored the moun-
tain ranges of the Ma'ny Penlnsula, re-
ports the hitherto Ittle-known fact
that in several specles of bumboo the
hollow Internodes—the parts of the
stems between the Jolnts—ure stored
with large quantities of paturally f)-
tered water. The knowledge of this
fact might be of great serviee In an
emergency.,

A Natural Qoery.
Mother-—-Well, dear, what is It Gor
trude—Do you think, mamma, you will
ever learn to love me as much as vou
do Fido?—Puck.




